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to special courts all those accused of collaborating with the enemy as well as those who had declared themselves Volksdeutsche.
Back at our post, Sweeper took me upstairs to introduce me to the girls of the Liaison Service In the absence of a regular system of army communications, young women couriers constantly risked their lives carrying messages between sectors of the embattled front. There were four of them here. Magda and Bozenka looked like twins and pretended to be very mature, the way nineteen-year-old girls usually do Grazyna had a soft smile on her round face, and soft, fluffy hair. Danuta was the leader of the group. She had long, straight hair, slanting dark eyes, and a dimple in her chin. A dynamic personality, she was fairly bubbling over with fighting spirit. Her courage was a match for the bravest soldier's, for Danuta was a veteran of the Home Army, having taken active part in counter-espionage work long before the Uprising.
"Come and meet our boys now," Sweeper said
We went to the back room; the men gathered there rose to greet us. Sweeper introduced them to me one by one: "Olek. Orphan. Yanosik. Mixer. Lynx. He is my brother/*
The last man held out his hand,
"Lieutenant Sparrow."
Sparrow had a birdlike, yet strong, face. He was blond, and his gray eyes were the color of steel There was the quality of steel about him, too, something solid, hard, unbending. He did not click his heels and bow his head ostentatiously the way Lynx had done. But his handshake was firm and friendly.
"Are you going back to the station now?" Sweeper asked. "Sparrow and I are going on a reconnaissance. We can go out together."
"Yes, I have to make a tour of the shelters and base-